i 7‘hc Hijlorie ef 

^ I la’jt. Dofo.foritisworthihcIiftningto^thefcnincinBuc, 
krom, that I told thee of. 
fnn. So, two more already. 

■ Falfl. Their points being broken, 

Toims. Downe fell his hole. 

TAlst. Began to giue me groiindibut I followed me clofc,came 
in foot and hand, and with a thought, Icuen of the clenen I paid, 
Prin. O monftrous.' ciciicn buckrom men growne out of two} 
FalB. But as the diuel! would haue it, three mif-begotten 
knaucs, in kc ndall greene, came at my backe, and let di iue at me, 
for it was fo darkc, Hal, that thou could'ft not fee thy hand. 

Pnn. T hefe lyes are like the father that begets them , grolTc as 
a mountainc, open, palpable. Why thou clay>brain’d guts, thou 
I knotty- pared foolc , thou horefon'obfeene greafie tallow- catch, 
FalH. What? art thou mad.'’art thou mad.^ is not the trueth the 
tiucth.^ 

‘Trm. Why , how collid’d; thou know thefc men in Kendall 
grccnc, when it was fo darke thou could’ft not fee thy hand?come 
?■ tell vs your realbn. What fayeft thou to this.^ 

'Poines. Come, your realbn, lacke, your reafon. 

Falil. What.vpon compulfion.?Zoundes,andIwcreatthe 
: ftrappado, or all the rackes in the world , I would not tell you on 
? compulfion. Giue you a reafon on compullion.'if realbns were 
^ as plenty as blackc- berries , 1 would giue no man a reafon vpon 
compulfion, I. 

Prince, lie bc no longer guiltie of this finne. Thislangiiine 
f;; coward, this bed-prefler, this horle-backc-btcaker, this huge hil 
I'offlclh. " 

i j FaU Zbloud you ftarueling,ycu clfskin,you dried neats- tongue, 
|j; buls-pizzel, you ftockefilh ; O for breath to vttcr \ what is like 
p thce.?iyou tailcrs yard, you fheath, you bowcafc,you vile Handing 
tucke. 

Prin. Wei, breathe a while, and then to it againe,& when ihou 
i!- haft tired thy fclfc in bafe companions, heare me fpeake but this. 
Pojnts. IVlarivC, lacke. 

Prin. Wetwo.faw you fourc,fet on fourc.and bound thcm,and 
I were mafters of their wealth; mar ke now how a plaine talc lhall 
put you downe ; then did wcctvvofetonyoufourc,and vVitha 


^ Henry tJje fourth. 

wo-d outfac’tyoufroni yburprizc, & iiaucit,yca,(Sc c.in fticw^it 
voii here in the houfc; and FalftaIlfc,you carried your guts away 
as nimbly, with as quickc dexccrilic, & roard for mercy, and ftill 
run and roare,as euer I heard bul-calfc. What aflaue an thou to 
hacke thy fword as thou haft done ? and then lay it was in fight. 
What trieke ? what deuicc ? what ftarting hole canft thoa now 
find out, to hide thee from this open and apparent Ihame.^ 

Pein. Come, lets heart, lackc,what trickc haft thou now? 

F«l. By the LordjI knew ye as well as he that made yc. Why 
heare vou, my mafters, was it forme, tokill tbckc-reapparant? 
Ihculdlturncvponthctruc Prince? why, thps. knovveft 1 am as 
valiant as Hercules: but,bcwaieinftma, the Lyon will not touch 
the true Prince , inftin^ is a great matter . 1 was a coward on 
iaftinift, Ifliallthinkethc better of my fclfe, and thee, du- 
ring my life; I, for a valiant Lyon, and thbu, fora true Prince: 
but.by thcLord,lads,Iamgladyouhauc thtmoncy. HoftelTe, 
clap tothedoores, watch to night, pray to morrow , gallants, 
lads, boyes, hcartes of gold, all the titles of good fcllowlbippc 
come to you . What, fhall we be merrie, lhall we haue a play ex- 
tempore.'' 

Prin. Content, .and the argument fliallbc.thy running away. 

Fal. A, no more of that Hal,& thou loueft me. Enter bojieffie. 

Ho. O Icfu.my Lord the Prince.' 

7'm. Hownow,my Lady the hoftefle, what laift thou tome? 

Ho. Marry, my L, there is a noble- man of the court, at doorc 
would fpeake with you : he faies,he comes from your father. 

Prin, Giue him as much, as will make him a royall man , and 
lend him backcagainc to my mother, 

Pal. What manner of man is he? 

He. An old man. 

Fai. Vyhat doth grauitie out ofhis bed at midnight ? Shall I 
giue him his anfwerc.' 

Prin. Prethcc do, lacke. F<i/. Faith,and He lend him packing. 

Exit. 

Now firs, birlady you fought fairc, fo did you Peto, lb 
' ' yoy oardol, you are Lyons too , you ran awav vpon inftinft, 
you will not touch the true Prince, no fie. 

'Ear. Faith, 1 ran when I faw others runne. 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hemy IV. Part 1 (STC22282) London, 1604 national library of Scotland (Bute.479) OctavO 


